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ders to my ears, and the anxious owner cried: "Oh, Thompson has it, has he?" Thompson having, so far as we could see, no neck at all — my pantomime suggested his name.
Everyone can recall the enormous brow of Mr. Barrett, and how beneath his great, burning eyes his cheeks hollowed suddenly in, thinning down to his sensitive mouth. I was on the stage in New Orleans, the first morning of my engagement there (I was under Mr. Daly's management, but he had loaned me for a fortnight), and I started out with: " Mr. Daly said to please
ask Mr.------," away went the name — goodness gracious,
should I forget my own name next!
The stage manager suggested:  " Mr. Rogers."
" No, oh, no! I mean Mr. — er — er," and I trailed off helplessly.
" Mr. Seymour ? " offered a lady.
" No, no! that's not it!" I cried; " why, goodness mercy me! you all know whom I mean — the — the actor with the hungry eyes? "
"Oh, Barrett!" they shouted, all save one voice, that with a mighty laugh cried out: " That's my brother Larry, God bless him! no one could miss that description, for sure he looks as hungry to-day as ever he did when he felt hungry to his heart's core!"
And so it was that I first met poor Joe Barrett, who worshipped the brother whose sore torment he was. For this great, broad-shouldered, ruddy-faced fellow with the boyish laugh had ever in his veins the craving for liquor — that awful inherited appetite that can nullify prayer and break down the most fixed determination.
" Ah! " he cried to me, " no one, no one can ever know how good Larry has been to me, for while he is fighting and struggling to rise, every little while some lapse of mine drags him back a bit. Yet he never casts me off — never disowns me. He has had to discharge me for the sake of discipline here, but he has re-engaged me. He has sent me away, but he has taken me back again. I